work. He had been a worker all his life, a forceful
worker, a master. ThereTiad been nothing that he had
not been able to solve or conquer by work. But now he
was beaten and fettered. Thought, creation or work
was impossible for him. He could not work. Once
during the war he had lain buried for three hours, and
he felt rather like that now. His world had tumbled
about his ears, he felt he was in darkness, suffocating,
becoming mad.
He wandered about his house, locked everything up
and threw away the keys. The bedroom, the music-room,
the piano, the wardrobes, the chests, the drawers—all
were locked up and the keys thrown into the river from
the bridge. He tore the pictures from the walls and
dragged them, his hands smothered in dust, into the
attic. He tore gay-coloured cushions to pieces so that
the down floated in the air for days ; he threw flower-
pots into the garden; he buried a little silver powder-
bowl in the earth with his hands. He found a shawl, a
white silk embroidered Chinese shawl: he tore it to
pieces, tooth and nail, carried it to the kitchen yard and
threw it among the rubbish. The same night he crept
down on bare feet, groaning with shame, and dragged
it to his bed, stuffing it under the mattress like an animal,
a hungry dog hiding its booty. The-scent of Her was
about him again, bringing its evil dreams. He raved
among his books, throwing them in heaps on the ground.
He found a Bible, started to read it, hunted through it
and read about Samson, who fell in love with a woman
on the banks of the River Soreb. But since she worried
and plagued him all day long with her tongue, his soul
became weary unto death. . . .
He ran away, fled—rushed downhill to the town, to
the laboratory. Nothing. Emptiness. Impotence. He
could not work. Life was impossible.
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